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OME years ago an Engliſh Gentleman, by a particular 
providence, had occaſion to be in North America, where, 
among other adventures, the following circumſtance occurred 
to him, which is related in his own words, 


* Every day's obſervation convinces me that the children 
of 'God are made fo by his own eſpecial grace and power, and 
that all means, whether more or leſs, are equally effectual with 
him, whenever he is pleaſed to employ them for converſion, 


* In one of my excurſions, while I wasin the province of 
New York, 1 was walking by myſelf over a conſiderable plan- 
tation, amuſed with its huſbandry, and comparing ir with that 
of my own country, till I came within a little diftance of a 
middle-aged negro, who was tilling the ground. I felt a 
ſtrong inclination, unuſual with me, to converſe with him. 
After aſking him ſome little queſtions about his work, which 
he anſwered very ſenſibly, I wiſhed him to tell me, whether 
his ſtate of ſlavery was not diſagrecable to him, and whether 
he would not gladly exchange it for his liberty?” “ Maſſah, 
(faid be, looking ſeriouſly upon me) I have wife and children; 

my maſlah takes care of them, and I have no care to provide 
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any thing ; I have a good maſſah, who teach me to read; and 
I read good book, that makes me happy.” I am glad, replied 
I, to hear you ſay ſo; and pray what is the good book you 
read. Ihe Bible, maſſah, God's own good book.“ Do 
you underſtand, friend, as well as read this book? for many 
can read the words well, who cannot get hold of the true and 
ood ſenſe.” O maſſah, ſays he, I read the book much 
* I underſtand; but at laſt I felt pain in my heart; TI 
found things in the book that cut me to pieces. Aye, ſaid I, 
and what things were they? Why, maſſah, I found that I 
had bad heart, maſſah, a very bad heart indeed: I felt pain, 
that God would deſtroy me, becauſe I was wicked, and done 
nothing as I ſhould do. God was holy, and I was very vile 
and naughty; ſo I could have nothing from him but fire and 
brimſtone in hell.” In ſhort, he entered into a full account 
of his convictions of fin, which were indeed as deep and pierc- 
ing as any I had ever heard of; and what ſcriptures came to 
his mind, which he had read, that both probed him to the 
bottom of his ſinful heart, and were made the means of light 
and comfort to his ſoul. Ithen enquired of him, what miniſtry 
or means he made uſe of, and found that his maſter was a 
Quaker, a plain ſort of man, who had taught his ſlaves to 
read, but who had not, however, ever converſed with this 
negro upon the ſtate of his ſoul, I aſked him likewiſe, how 
he got comfort under all his trial? © O maſſah, ſays he, 
it was Chriſt gave me comfort by his dear word, He bade 
me come unto him, and he would give me reſt, for I was very 
weary and heavy laden.” And here he went through a line 
of the molt precious texts in the bible, ſhewing me, by his 
artleſs comment upon them as he went along, what great 

things God had done in the courſe of ſome ycars for his ſoul. 
Being rather more acquainted with doctrinal truths, and tlie 
analogy of the Bible, than he had been, or in his fituation 
could ealily be; T had a mind to try how far a ſimple, untutor- 
ed experience, graciouſly given without the uſual means, 
could carry a man from ſome ſpeculatiye errors; and J there- 
fore aſked him ſeveral queſtions about the merit of works, 
the juſtification of a ſinner, the power of grace, and«the like. 
J own, I Was as much aſtoniſhed at, as 1 admired, the ſweet 
| ſpirit 


31 

ſpirit and ſimplicity of his anſwers, with the heavenly wiſdom 

that God had put into the mind of this negro. His diſcourſe, 

flowing merely from the richneſs of grace, with a tenderneſs 
and expreſſion, far “ beyond the reach of art, perfectly 
charmed me. On the other hand, my entering 'into all his 
feelings, together with an account to him, which he had never 
heard before, that thus and thus the Lord in his mercy dealt 
with all his children, and had dealt with me, drew ſtreams of 
joyful tears down his black face, that we looked upon each 
other, and talked with that inexpreſſible glow of chriſtian 
affection, that made me more than ever believe, what I have 
often too thoughtleſsly profeſſed to believe, the communion of 
/aints, I ſhall never forget, how the poor excellent creature 
ſeemed to hang upon my lips, and to eat my very words, when 
1 enlarged upon the love of Chriſt to poor ſinners, the free 
bounty and tender mercy of God, the frequent and delight- 
ful ſenſe he gives of his preſence, the faith he beſtows in his 
promiſes, the victories this faith is enabled to get over trials 
and temptations, the joy and peace in believing, the hope in 
life and death, and the glorious expectation of immortality. 
To have taken off his eager, delighted, animated, air and 
manner, would have been a maſterpiece for a Reynolds, He 
had never heard ſuch diſcourſe, nor found the opportunity 
of hearing it before. He ſeemed like a man who had been 
thrown into a new world, and at length had found company, 
Though my converſation laſted, at leaſt, two or three hours, 
I ſcarce ever enjoyed the happy ſwiftneſs of time ſo ſweetly 
in all my life, We Knew not how to part. He would ac- 
company me as far as he might; and I felt, for my part, 
ſuch a delight in the artleſs, ſavory, ſolid, unaffected ex- 
perience of this dear ſoul, that I could have been glad to ſee 
him often then, or to ſee his like at any time now. But my 

ſituation rendered this impoſſible. I therefore took an affec- 

tionate adieu, with an ardor equal to the warmeſt and the myſt 
ancient friendſhip, telling him, that neither the colour of 
his body, nor the condition of his preſent life, could prevent 

him from being my dear brother in our dear Saviour; and 

that, though we muſt part now, never to ſee each other again 

any more in this world, I had no doubt of our having another 
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zoyful meeting in our Father's home, where we ſhould live 
together, and love one another throughout a long and a haps 
py eternity. „Amen, Amen, my dear R God 
bleſs you, and poor me too, forever and ever.“ If I had 
been an angel from heaven, he could not have received me 
with more evident delight than he did; nor could I have 
confidered him with a more ſympathetic regard, if he had 
been a long-known chriſtian of the good old ſort, grown up 
into iy affections in the courſe of many years,” 
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T is written in the ſcriptures; and fulſilled in the experi- 
ence of real chriſtians, They ſhall be all taught of Gad, 
Iſa. vi. 45. The teaching of God the Spirit, by the word, was 
moſt evident in the caſe of this poor Negro. "The word of 
God was the inſtrument of his regeneration, James i. 18. By 
this, as he expreſſed himſelf, he was brought to feel pain in 
his heart—to fear that God would deftroy him to ſee the bad- 
neſs of his heatt—to ſee the evil of all his actions; —in ſhort, 
to become a true Nitent. It was alſo from the word of 
God that he derived comfort, The promiſe of reft to the 
weary ang, heavy laden, was precious to his foul; 1t was 
«« Chriſt who gave him comfort by his dear word;” and 
thus being made happy by reading God's own good book, P 
his mind was reconciled to hs ſtation, and he lived contented 
in the loweſt ſtate of ſervitude, 
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Reader, this Negro was 4 Chriſian; à Bible-Chriſtian. He 
had not indeed the outward form of godlineſs, but he had the 
pombe.— How is it with you? You were born in a chriſtian 
country—have read the Bible—have heard the Goſpel; but 
what have you felt? You have the form, but where is the 
peaver?—=-Let conſcience anſwer the important queſtion! 


On the whole, let us obſerve, the hononr that God puts on 
the uſe of his holy word; let us be thankful that we have it in 
vur own mother-tongue ; and ler us read, and recommend 
the reading of it, with increaſing diligence, 
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